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DAVID GARRICK, Eſq. 


SIR. 


1 HE juſt, the laudable indignation 
which you manifeſted, when you re- 


fuſed to ſuppreſs the exhibition of the 


Beggar's Opera, at the requiſition of 


the Bow- Street Magiſtrates, gave riſe 
to the following Vim. Whether it 


pleaſe you or not is perfectly indifferent 
to the Writer, whom you have no 


knowledge of, and moſt probably never 


will. —-I pay this compliment to your | 


ſenſe and ſpirit as a Manager : but let 


* me do Juſtice to your character as a 
1 e 1 
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DE D 1 C A T I O N. 
Man, by adding, that the poſſeſſor of 


a Minifterial fortune, who will not 
give a ſhilling to the relief of a ſtarving Sp 
individual, is the moſt contemptible of 
all God's creatures. vou remember, |} 
Sir, the late admirable productions ß 
that ſweet fon of the Paſtoral Muſe, 

Cunninghan ; you know to whom his 1 
Volume was dedicated, and at whoſe 1 
expreſs deſire; and you know, Sir, 
that Cunningham received from Mt I 
Garrick, for this diſtinction, the ama- 6 | 
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zing fum of Two Guinsas |, Avarice =. 
irſelf bluſhes at the idea of ſuch a cir _ 
cumſtance being poſſible! _ _ 
Deteſted be the unfeeling hearth, 
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BOW-STREET OPERA. 


ACT I. SCENE TI. 
8 CE N E, Bridewell. 


Tbe g fitting at a Table, with a lrg 
B __ of Accounts before bi m. 


AIR * An old-Woman en in eng Ge. 


Te RO UG H all the employments of hi ife 
A quiet aſylum Dre got; 
And, i, I but keep out of the = 
I care not who 'tis goes to pot. 
"The thief calls the Juſtice a cheat, 
The Fuſtice be-knaves the poor cull, 
And the Keeper, becauſe he's ſo great, 
| Locks * both the thief and the trull. 


B 
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The employment of a Middleſex Juſtice is an 
honeſt trade; ſo is mine. Like me, too, he acts 
in a double capacity; both for rogues. and againſt 
them: for *tis but juſt that we ſhould encourage 
thoſe by whoſe artifices we are ſupported, 


—— 


no poſitive evidence againſt him: and, as to the 


- 


- 


4 


SCENE II. 


GovERNOR, TURNKEY, 


Turnkey. Sir, young Cox has ſent word that his 


trial comes on in the afternoon, and he hopes you 
will contrive matters ſo as that he may not be 
ſcragged this bout. ods 


oy 


Governor. Why, let him plead that he received 


the Bank-notes at a cock-pit; you know there 1s 


reſt, if the dog's character ſhould convict him, tell 
him to leave it to my management. I am upon 
good terms with at leaſt half a dozen of the Privy- 
Council. Time was when a word to the Recorder 
would have done; but the preſent ſcoundrel has 
ſuch rigid virtue, that a Bank-note has no more 


influence, in his ſight, than a piece of blank paper. 


Turnkey. Dick Finchley, Sir, is done over. 
Governor. An incautious dog! This is the ſeven- 


teenth time that he has been tried; and he ought 


LE 4. 


to have been convicted for the firſt offence. He 
has no chance of eſcape — He werghs Foriy— 


So I'll een book him; —for you know, he was 
taken by our people. [writes] For Dick Finchley, 
orty pounds, Tell biear- eyed Beſs thar-ſhe ſhan't 


14 cC.roſs- 
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eroſs the water for this offence ; for, by good luck, 


the may corrupt a dozen more wihin half a year.—, 
There is ſurely ſomething very enchanting in that 


divine ſquint of hers. 
Turnkey. Ah, Sir! we have got more money by 
hanging the lads of her ruining than by thoſe of. 


any other woman upon the town; and indeed it - 


would be a pity to loſe her: beſides, Sir, you 

know ſhe bleeds freely when ſhe is hobbled herſelf. 
Governor, True; ſhe is not only a thief herſelf, 

but the cauſe of theft in others, She muſt eſcape; 


for the breed in a great meaſure W upon 


her. 
Turnkey. Indeed, Sir, ſhe is a fine woman; ſhe 


underſtands life. If it had not been for her, 1 
ſhould never have had the honour of being a thief- 
taker N 


My R IT. The bonny grey-ey'd Mani G. 8 


"Tis Woman that ſeduc'd my mother's ſon, 

By her I firſt was taught the cheating art; 
She ſent me out to pilfer ; and, when done, 

She trick'd me of my money with my heart. 


For her I promi d about in ſearch of prey, 
And filch' d both day and night to bribe her charms; 
And what I thus obtain'd I fquander'd ſoon away, 
And bit my health and virtue in her arms. 


| . But . haſte to Bo AN boy, 
and tell the old Ladies that I will be there at eleven 


o'clock, with three coach loads of the prettieſt lads 


that have lately come to market. You may tell 
them to make out the commitments upon the plan 


fixed on yeſterday. The priſoners know their doom 


ke: a | 
5 2 2 urnkey. 
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in, Sir: al man never goes either to 
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Mon, or the gallows, with half ſo good a grace 
hen he knows his fate ſome time before-hand. 


r 


en NM E m 


GOVERNOR. 


But it is now high time to look into the regiſter 
of the company deſtined for Bow-ſtreet this morn- 
ing; for, in all probability, we ſhall have a buſy 

| day, which is a very. uncommon circumſtance in 
Seſſions time, The gentry in our way have a kind 
of cunning that prevents their committing a felony 
on the eve of a Seſſions; and really there is ſome 
wiſdom in this; for the living ſix weeks is certainly 
of ſome conſequence to a man who has probably 
not above three or four months to live in the whole. 
Let me fee :—A regiſter of the gang: { Reading.] 
Hopping Jemmy; an extraordinary clever fellow! 
Within a year paſt he has not realized leſs than 
three thouſand pounds, by ſharing with his compa- 
nions the booty obtained from the fooliſh ſpectators 
who have aſſembled to ſee him hop to Brentford 
for a wager. While Jemmy is hopping, his aſſo- 
ciates are always diving, I believe I muſt let him 
Eſcape till the November Seſſions ; for in all pro- 
bability ſomething may be got by him if he ſhould 
not be apprehended on Lord Mayor's day.— 
Dick Monkey : this fellbw is deſcended of, reputable 
parents, who were ſettled abroad, and got an 
HONEST LIVING in the ſlave trade. Having had 
a tolerable education, and acquired a — 
a 23 | ortune 
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thinking to get a ſeat in parliament. He mul Je ">, + 


beſt grace of any man living. The Grand De- 
faulter never ſunk more coal than this genius has 
firſt ſtolen, and then ſquandered away. A Prime 
Miniſter cannot be a greater thief, nor even Jemmy 
Twitcher himſelf a more abandoned rake and 
ſpendthrift. He muſt be ſpared, if it be only to 
mortify Hopping Jemmy, who will think himſelf 
damned if Jack is not hanged before him. 


Jobn Athanaſius, alias the Prieſt, alias Black Spot, 


alias Eutrapelus:— Of all the raſcals I ever met 
with, this is the moſt abandoned—A traitor to his 
friend— a collector ' of public charity for private 
uſe — a blaſphemer of every thing ſerious—a 


in ſhort, he muſt be hanged, if it were only for 


quitting the trade of a Methodiſt, which he had 
once the impudence to call an honeſt employ- 
ment. Bob Gin-cag, alias Portly Robert: This 


has been a fine fellow in his time. He was a great 


favourite of the late King, becauſe he has a larger 


head with leſs brains in it than any of his brother 
rogues in the City. It is neceſſary that he ſhould 
make a ſpeedy exit, 1n order to give room for a 
younger and more ſprightly thief. ——Bull-faced 


Frederick :— This fellow ſhall ſuffer, for his folly in 
keeping company with Cock-eyed Jack, who picks 
his pocket of all his own thievings. The-puppy 
who will riſk his neck to ſupply the extravagancies 
of a greater rogue than himſelf, deſerves no mercy. 
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6 THE BOW-STREET OPERA. 
Jack Carbuncle, alias Shakeſpear's Ghoſt :—He drinks 


fo confoundedly that he is ſeldom able to fand to 


his buſineſs—He ſhall therefore be carrzed. 


Tom Regiment, alias the young Clothier :—There is a 


conſiſtency in this fellow's behaviour which ought 


to recommend him to mercy ; for he never tells a 


he but he ſwears it is true, never commits a rob- 
bery but he keeps all the booty to himſelf, nor 
ever does an ill act but he is ready to juſtify it, — 
We'll ſpare him for the ſake of his modeſt aſ- 


ſurance—Rhbuborb, alias Count Phrfic, alias Cap- 
tain Ludgate: Es | 


"SOD Ou orwvog oof Oo S oo D D oo 


SCENE IV. 


GOVERNOR, GOVERNESS. 


Governeſs. What of Captain Ludgate, huſband ? 


You know he 1s a favourite of mine. It was he who 


gave me the doſe of jalap that had lately ſo happy an 
effect on your poor wife's conſtitution. Beſides, huſ- 


band, he is beloved by the ladies in general. No man 


has a more engaging preſenceof mind in the Artillery- 
Ground; the ſmell of gun-powder is nothing to 
him; and he pives the word of command even 
better than Major Miller. J hope no misfortune 
has happened to him. h 


Governor. I have put his name into the Newgate 
liſt, that's all, my dear. If we don't get the reward 
for hanging him, ſomebody elſe will; for his in- 
tolerable pride and vanity will ſurely bring him to 
the gallows. | | . 


 Governeſs, 


Wa, 


v2 
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Governeſs. Well, huſband, you know beſt. I 
never meddle in matters of life and death. But 
you know he's a handſome fellow :—and he knows 
it too: that's his foible. 


AIR II. Cold and raw, Ge. 


Produce a man vainer than all the reſt, 
Altbo' he be ever ſo ſtupid, 

Count Phyſic with him ſhall ſtand the teſt, 
Who ſwears that himſelf is a Cupid : 


Beneath bis left ear ſo fit but a cord, 
A rope fo charming a zene is!) 
Thro' Holborn he'll ride with the air of aLord, 
And fancy he dies an Adonis. 


But 2 huſband, you ſhouid be merciful; for 


we never had a finer, braver ſet of men than the 
preſent. We have not had a murder among them 
ſince laſt Seſſions, and truly that is a great thing 


to ſay. 


Governor. Hold your nonſenſs about murder, 
woman, it is as faſhionable a crime as a gentleman 


can be guilty of; and if he has but money enough 


to induce the Juſtices to take broomſtick bail, 
why, it is eaſy for him to go off, and what is he 


the worſe for it? So no more on this ſubject.— 
Has Cock-eyed Fack been here this morning for the 


Bank-notes that he Map at Ayleſbury ? 

Governeſs. Yes, my dear, and he laughed at the 
impudence of the Caſhiers of the Bank, in pre- 
tending to ſtop payment of thoſe notes, the non- 


payment of which would ruin the credit of half 


Europe. Cock-eyed Jack is a ſenſible man. 
Governor, And what then ? 


_ Governeſs, 
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Governeſs. Why, truly, I am afraid our Polly 
thinks him ſo. | 5 
Governor. Well granted - but, ſurely, you would 
not be ſo mad as to have the girl think of marrying him. 
Men of his ſtamp are kind to their whores, while 
their wives are left to pine in undeſerved obſcurity. 
The bottle- companion of Jemmy Twitcher ſhall 


never be the huſband of my daughter the honour 


of Bridewell forbid it! Why, I could almoſt as 
ſoon conſent to her being wedded to Jack Athana- 
ſius, and I believe he's the greateſt ſcoundrel in 


the univerſe. 
 Governeſs. But what if Polly ſhould be in love, 
huſband ? How ſhall we do to extricate her from 


the dithculty ? 
AIR Iv. Why is your faithful Slave diſdained, &c. 


F love attacks my daughter's heart, 

How can ſhe bear the cruel ſmart? 

_ How bear the pungent flame? 

1f wedded not within a trice, 

Her honour tainted, ſunk in vice, 
She's what 1 dare not name. 


Governcr. D're ſee, wife, a beautiful daughter is 


to me as convenient as a freſh ruby-faced country 


girl to a Covent-Garden procureſs; and as the lat- 
ter will ſell her virginity fifty times over to battered 
rakes and fools of quality, ſo our daughter ſhould 
orant fifty thouſand times over every favour but the 
laſt to thieves and ſcoundrels of no quality at all. 
Governeſs. Probably, huſband, you think too ſe- 


| verely of Polly; ſhe may only indulge herſelf with 
Cock- eyed Jack in the view of intereſt. 


2 ES | Covernor. 


_ 
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Governor. But it is your duty, madam, to make- 


her ideas of intereſt correſpond with mine: but PII 


o to her, and learn the truth. In the interim, do 
you ſend for the watchmaker's apprentice, and tell 
him to chriſten the gold repeater which Bob Finch- 
ley brought in laſt night. „ 


SO oO DD. oGgtdoo ew ooo cooc 


EFCENE 


GovERNESS. 


The devil's in my huſband, to be ſure ! What 
has our Polly done that ſhe ſhould love no man 
but her huſband ? or why ſhould« her marriage, 
contrary to general cuſtom, make her leſs the pro- 


perty of the public at large? 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple Things we do, Cc. 


A girl is like a wedge of gold, 

From wheiice they coin our guineas, 
Whoſe worth has never yet been told 

By all the learned ninnies- 

A wife reſembles George's face 

on the guineas flampt, 

Who oft-times comes into diſgrace, 

And is as often vampt. ' 


L SCENE 
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s e E NE u 


GO VERNESS, MNas. 


Governes Come hither, M*Nab ; I don't know 


how it is, but I love this boy as well as if my 
mother had been his grandmother. He picks a 
pocket as well as Jenny Diver of immortal memory, 
and ſeizes a 1 with the reſolution of a 


Shadwell thie 
thou ſhould'ſt live another year, thou wilt equal 


the moſt celebrated robber of antiquity, or the 


moſt ingenious pick pocket among the King's Friends. 
What luck laſt night, M*Nab ? 
- _ Bf Neb. I plied at Drury-Lane houſe, madam ; 
and, conſidering that Garrick did not perform, and 
conſequently that there was no great crowd, | think 
1 made a decent hand on T-Ten handkerchiefs, 
madam 
Governeſs, Aye, theſe will do in Field-Lane ; tho' 
a groat is but a poor price for a three ſhilling hand- 


kerchief, conſidering the riſk a gentleman x runs in 


getting it | 

M*Nab. And this hanger, madam 

Governeſs. Good — This is what the learned call 
a Couteau de Chaſſe; this muſt have been worn by 
a Macaroni. 

M*Nab. Yes, madam, I took it from the notiſed 
Drybutter; it was one of thoſe left when he ſold 
off his ſtock in Weſtminſter-Hall, and ſo he wore 
ir himſelf, to imitate other ſcoundrels in high life. 

Geverneſs. Well, my boy, I have not a doubt 
bur thou wil excel in — rien. 


taker. I pronounce, boy, that, if 


a M. Nab. 
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M*Nab. I pulled hard for Lord Letcher's gold- 
headed cane; but the old miſer graſped it ſo for- 
cibly, that I was obliged to take ſhelter at the 
Horns, where our old friend, the landlady, let me 
out at the back-door: and really, madam, ſince 1 
was ducked ſo damnably in the horſe- pond at Bond's 
ſtables, [ have had thoughts of taking up, and en- 
tering in the ſervice of the Eaſt-India company. 

Governeſs. You ſhould go to Bagnigge-Wells, 
boy, and to the City Pantheon, to learn valour; 
theſe are the ſchools that have trained ſo many 
brave men, by conſtantly exhibiting ſuch a number 
of fine women. Poor boy ! how little does he think. 
of living till they have finiſhed the new gaol in the 
Old-Bailey !—But now, ſince you are at leiſure, go 
and ſtudy your Prayer-Book ; for nothing can make 
you cur a better figure in the Seffions-Paper. 
But, hearkye, boy; now tell me the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, or Pl take care 
to ſee you ſcragged. Do you know any thing that 
2 paſſed between my Polly and Cock eyed 

ack ? 
M Nab. Pray don't aſk me, madam; miſs Polly 
1s not the firſt by an hundred that he has ruined : 
but I promiſed him I would not tell you ſo. 
SGoverneſs. Aye, but you know my honour is 
concerned; tell me the truth. 

M*Nab. Lord, madam, miſs Polly will tear my 
eyes out, if ſhe knows I tell you; and my own 
honour is not to be trifled with, madam. _ 

Governeſs. Silence! here's my huſband and Polly: 
come, M*Nab, you ſhall go with me. 


C 2 SCENE 
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1] E N * 
1 | GOVERNOR, POLLY. . 


ir, you miliake me; te er 
was at Court, I know how to make a property of 
my perſon : neither Lady G. nor Lady V. nor any 
| other of the Doctors-Commons ladies, can drive a 
ö | ſurer bargain than your Polly. Some of the Court 
| ladies have flept only with Dukes and Earls, but [ 
have had the. ſuperior honour of leeping with 
Spek- eyed Jack. | | 


AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhew how much J 
| | love her, Sc. | 


Virgins refemble the reſe when full blooming, 
Which grews in the garden fo feet and ſo gay; 
Oh! I wiſh fer a ſimile I could get room in! | 


Your Polly reſembled the roſe of the May : | 


| But, as ſhe is pluck d, ſhe's no longer alluring, 

[ To market in haſte ſhe wwas ſent in her prime, 
Mm There flunk I, and Sprunk, and grew ho all 
'| enduring, | 
| | And now you wortld ruin me e' er my fall tine. 


| Geverner. You are ſenſible, Polly, that I am not 
unreaſonable : grant, at all times, a ſlight favour 
F to obtain an important ſecret : but, if you are really 
27 married, I'll cut your throat, you jade, and truſt 
Es he chance of hanging. 


| 
3 
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SCENE VIII. 
; GoveRNor, Pol L, GOVERNESS. 


AIR VII. O London is a fine town, Sc. 
Governeſs, in a great hurry, 


Our Polly is a fad flut ! as &er to Bow. Street 
travell'd, 
I wonder any man alive would ever thus be 
gravell'd; 
For ſhe muſt have both caps and ſtays, and hoops 
to fwell her pride, | 
Yet theſe will not content the lajs, fer foe'll 
Have men beſide: 
But dreſsd with all the coſt and care that we 
can laviſh on her, 
She throws herſelf away at once, and blaſts her 
| father's honour, 


You vixen, you minx, you ſtrumpet! I wou'd 
call you a whore, if it was not a reflection upon 
myſelf; the wench 1s undone, huſband ſhe's 
married! 

Governor. Married I Cock- eyed Jack is a bold 
adventurer; he has one wife already, living, whoſe 
fortune he has ſpent in the moſt riotous diffipation, 


or we ſhould have never been acquainted with him; 


and now, becauſe he thinks my daughter has a for- 
tune, he lives in hopes of ſpending that alſo. 
a | Governes 
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Governeſs. You impudent ſlut! Do you think 


yourſelf capable of ſupporting a fellow that plays 
the thief all night, and the whore-monger all day 


Why, huſſty, could you make no better connection 
than by introducing into our family a fellow who 


ſcorns to do a. good action if his everlaſting happi- 


neſs depended on it. 

Governor. Peace, wife; be not angry; Cock. eyed 
Jack conſiders himſelf as a gentleman by profeſ- 
ſion; for he was once a ſoldier in the Buckingham- 


ſhire militia. Tell me, flur, are you really undone 


by n ? 
ATR vIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, Cc. 


Polly. Oh could I have choſe for myſelf, 
1 would gladly your orders obey ; 
But tho my dear Jack has no 305 
My heart he has ſtolen away. 


His exquifite ſquint could I ſee, 

And refuſe to ſurrender my charms ? 
No my ſoldier is all things to me, 
And J 2 die ere FR ul uit his dear arms. 


Geverneſs. Then we are . and it will be 


hereafter no more credit to keep the Tap at Bride- 
well than the Tap at the Swan with two Necks in 
Lad-Lane. 


Governor. Aye, and Cock- eyed Jack may EY 


us in order to obtain a ſuppoſed fortune. 


Polly. You muſt excuſe me, Sir; I love him 


. becauſe he's a Patriot. 


Governeſs. Love him damn him! Why, he's as 


debauched as Charles F or, and as  vgly as Harry 


Luttrell. 
AIR 
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AIR IX. Oh Jenny, oh Jenay, where haſt thou 


been? &c. 


0h, Polly, you might have toy d and hiſs d 
With any one man but Cock-eyed John. 
Polly, But he ſo hinted, 
| And he ſo ſquinted, 
| What I did you muſt have done. 


Governeſs Not with a mock-patriot, you bunter! 
Governor. Peace, wife; this ſham patriotiſm is 
deluding ; and women are apt to ſacrifice their 
virtue to the cauſe of liberty. You know Jack 


has a deluding tongue, and can equally perſuade 


w] 


men out of their money, or women out of their 


chaſtity. | | 
 Governeſs. But the girl's taſte, huſband ! Could 
ſhe find nothing better to doat on than the very 
Cain of Creation, on whom Nature, in her ven- 


geance, ſeems to have ſet a mark of reprobation. 


Governor. Make yourſelf eaſy; I have a lucky 
thought. Polly ſhall be forgiven. = 
Polly. Then are all my ſorrows at an end. 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, Cc. 


T like a ſhip in florms was toſs d, 
When Jack went out of the land, 
When he from Dover to Calais croſs'd, 
With Churchill and Cotes in his hand. 
T outlawry's done, 
The cauſe is won, 
O Joy beyond expreſſion ! 
We're ſafe a-fhore, 


T aſs no more, 


My all is in my poſſeſſion. 


ACT 


——— —— —ä 


ſe * Pi 4 

8 n 5 EM. | A x FO 

4 Wn N Sz . 1 * 8 - 3 
n 5 . 4 ̃ 'Ä $7 OO 

Ty 

—Uä 9 —Uä ab rats mY — — — * a 
22 
x 
18 "= 

"9 
1 
"©. 


* 
_— — oy BY Joy 2557 he AE 
* 


} 
P 1} 
1 
13 
2 
1 
3 
. 


16 THE BOW-STREET OPERA. 


nn. -ICENE L 
SCENE, BOW-STREET. 


The OLD LADIES ſeated; Officers, Conſtables, 
Thieftakers, Clerks, and Runners, em 


Juſtice Blindman. - Por that woman to the bar, 
Governor. 

Governor. Yes, your Worſhip. _ 

Fuſtice Blindman. Who is ſhe, and what is ſhe 
charged with ? | h 

Governor. This is Nan Miller, your Honour. | 

" Fuftice Blindman. Well, Mrs. Miller, who are you? 

Mrs. Miller. My name is Nan Miller, Sir. 

Juſtice Blindman. What Miller? | 

Mrs. Miller. The wife of Maxy Miller, that was 
tranſported ; every. body know'd Maxy Muller, your © 
Worſhip. 

Juſtice Blindman. Well, what is Mrs. Miller charged 
with? 

Governor. Only for receiving the ſilk gown that 
was ſtolen by Beſs Tatter. 

Nun Blindman. Swear the en 


AIR XI. Low Dutch. 


Governor. You ſhall maſt well and truly ſwear 
As much as you are willing ; 
And if ycur conſcience be not clear, 
. Why, give the Clerk a ſhilling. 


Juſtice 
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Juſtice Blindnan. Well, ke us hear the ſtate of 


the evidence. 

Tatter. Why, an' pleaſe your Majeſty's Worſhip” 8 
Honour and Glory, Tom Pad robbed me of this 
here, that is to ſay, I beg your Grace's pardon, of 

that there filk gownd, and mother Miller received 
it, your Lordſhip. + 

 Fuſtice Blindman. Very well, very well; a clear 
caſe. Well, Mrs. Miller, what have you to ſay for 


yourſelf ? 
AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear, Ec. 


Mrs. Mil. Oh ponder well, be not ſevere, | 


For once let me adviſe ; 
From this offence, ob ] ſet me clear, 
Lord bleſs your Wor ſhip's eyes ! 


Juſtice Blindman. She's as innocent as the 2 
babe; diſcharge her, and put up Beſs Bunter. | 
Juſtice Clumſey. Well, Beſs, will you never get 
out of the Dutchy Liberty! ? There are more whores 
between St. Clement's church and Temple-Bar than 
in any equal ſpace in all Europe. What 1s this 

woman charged with © ? 

Stevens. Nimming a watch, your Honour, from 
= German man that lodges in Clement 8— 
ane. ä 

Juſtice Wrong. Does the proſecutor appear? 

Clerk. Yes, Sir; but he cannot ſpeak Engliſh, 

Juſtice Bliadman. Does he ſpeak French : ? 

Clerk. Tolerably well, Sit. 

Fuſtice Blindman. Then ſwear him in tick lan- 

guage. 

Clerk. & Vous vous engagez parler la verité, toute 
la verité, et rien plus de al yerite.” 

Juli Blindman. Swear an interpreter. 


cut 


time. 
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Clerk. IJ have ſworn him, Sir. 
Juſtice Wolf. What does he ſay? | 
Clerk. Why, he ſays that the woman's as inno- 
cent as the King of Pruſſia. | 
 Fuſtize Shadwell, That ſhe may be, and yet be 
the greateſt thief in Europe, one only excepted. | 
Fuſtice Blindmau. Well, gentlemen, what is the 
opinion of the Bench? | 
| Bench. We have no opinion at all. 
Juſtice Blindman. Then it is your opinion that the 
priſoner ſhould be diſcharged, unleſs ſhe has any 
thing wherewith to accuſe herſelf. Let her make 


her defence. 


AIR XIII. A Shepherd kept Sheep, Ge. 
Beſs Bunter zo Juſtice Blindman, 
In the days of your youth you could bill like a dove, 
And your ſurgeon can witneſs how fervent our love ; 
The life of a Juſtice in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
You have oft kiſs d my face—you may now hiſs 
my a 5 8 


Juſtice Blindman. Take that impudent huſſey 


away, and let us proceed to the material bulinels _. 


of the day. Bring in Cock-eyed Fack, and the reſt 
of the gang; but, as they are a dangerous ſet of 
fellows, let them make their appearance one at a 


Governor. Then, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll bring 
in Jack Athanaſius firſt : for I always like to get rid 
of the moſt notorious thieves, before I bring forward 
the petty-larceny raſcals. ; ; 
Police Wolf. Harry Wrong, bring in 
that was for dying his black coat red. | 
Fuſtice Clumſey. None of your reflections, Mr. 
Juſtice Wolf; I was once in the dying 8 
| elf; 


that fellow 
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ſelf; and I defy any man, even though he be a 
patr:ot, to dye a black coat red. 
 Nunnely. I beg your Worſhip's pardon ; he may 
if he turns it. 

A Fuſtice, Mr. Nunnely is right ;—he is never 
wrong on a Wedneſday, 


| Hater Harry Wrong with Jack Athanaſius in chains. 


Juſtice Blindman. Well, what is this fellow charged 
with? _ 

Governor. Only robbery, bribery, murder, and 
blaſphemy. 

Juſtice Blindman. Venial crimes——but what da 

you plead, Mr, Methodiſt ? | 


AIR XIV. Iriſh Trot, &c, 


Athanaſius. I am bubbled. 

| Juſt, Blind, MWhy troubled? 

| Athanaſius. By Cock-eyed Jack bobbleg, 
Bamboozled, and bit. 


Jai. Blind, When you come to the Tree, ſbculd 
2 the hangman refuſe, 
Jack's fingers with pleaſure will tie 
up the nooſe, 


But let us hear what this fellow has to ſay for him- 
ſelf. 

Aibanaſius. An' pleaſe your Honour, my father 
ſald ducks and geeſe to the Royal Family, and we 
thought ourſelves happy if we could get paid when 
there were only Five quarters in arrear! But ſince 
Lord Starveall has been Steward of the Houſehold, 
there is no danger of having any arrears at all; 
for the kitchen chimney of the Royal Palace has 
not been ſeen to ſmoke ſince the twenty. fifth of 


October, 21760. 
Ds :-:  Tuſiiee 
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Juſtice Blindman. But, Sir, this 1s nothing to the 
purpoſe ;—you are charged with robbery, bribery, 
murder, and blaſphemy. What have you to ſay 
why you ſhould not be committed to take your 
trial fo or theſe offences ? | 
Athanaſius. Nothing, - your Worſhip. 1 have 
| robbed the Univerſity of an education, bribed my 


own conſcience to commit murder on my reputation, 


and blaſphemed the Biſhop that made me. 
Juſtice Blindman. Take that fellow . and 


put up Hopping Jemmy. 
Enter Jennings with Hopping Jemmy in gold chains. 


Fuſtice Shadwell. Well, what is the charge againſt 
this fellow ? 

M*<Nab. Why, he pretends to be a Conſervator 
of the river Thames, without having any knowledge 
of Shakeſpear's Rope-Walk. 

Fuſtice Shadwell. Felony without benefit of the 
clergy, What has he tp ſay why he ſhould not be 
conſecrated? 


AIR XV. London Ladies. 
Hopping Jemmy. 


7 you at the Office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have buſ neſs negledted, 

You muſt quicken eng 7! bief With a perquiſite too, 
To do what bis Worſhip directed: 


Or would you the frowns of the Tuſtice prevent, 
He too bas this palpable failing, 


The perquiſite ſoftens him into conſent, 
The guinea is always prevailing. 


Juſtice Cunning. Take that fellow away, bis de- 
AIR 


fence is a libel upon ws whole Bench, 


4 
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Al R XVI, Good Morrow, Goſſip Joan. 


J. Wolf. Why, how now, Fuſtice Squirt, 
J you thus muſt chatter, 
And are for flinging dirt, 
We'll try who beſt can ſpatter, 
Fuſtice Squirt, &c, 
J. Clumſ. Why, how now, ſaucy fool, — 
Why, ſure the fellow's drunk, 
You muſt again to ſchool, 
For all your learning”s ſunk, 
Saucy fool, 


Bethnal Green, Eſg. Bring in Count Phyſic. I'II 
examine him; for he's almoſt as great a fool as 
myſelf and, truly, that's a bold word to ſay. 
M. Nab. Yes, your Worſhip——there's no doubt 
of the truth of what you ſay. 


Enter Count Phyſic, in the uniform of the Artillery- 
|  ._ Ground. | 


Bethnal Green, Esa. What is the charge againſt 

this fellow? 

M. Nab. Ignorance and impudence, your Honour. 
Bethnal Green, Eſq. (aſide to Fuſtic? Wolf) Why, 

they might as well have charged you or I. 

Juſtice Wolf. You lie, you raſcal; I am neither 


ignorant or impudent, as all Weſtminſter can teſtify. 


Bethnal Green, Eſq. Perhaps fo, brother; but all 
Middleſex knows to the contrary. == _ 
Juſtice Wolf. Mr. Sir, Juſtice Blindman, I hum- 
bly move that Juſtice Green may be exculpated. 
Bethnal Green, Eſq. Damn your exculpifications, 


Jam no more a culprit. than yourſclf. 


Juſtice 
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Juſtice Wolf. That's as hereafter it may prove; 
but Juſtice Blindman can ſee all your faults with 


half an eye. 
Juſtice Blindman. True, brother; I am never 
blind to any man's faults but my own. 


AIR XVII. 


When firſt of my eye-fight by pbyſic 4 
I thought I. ſhould always be blind, 
But I now can diſcern both with right and hs left 


Whateer to diſcern I've a mind. 


An evidence clear on each fide can I fee, 
And important as equal the foiſe ; 

Yet theBALANCE of Bar ances—allthingsfome, 
Shall always determine my voice. 


Who has any thing to alledge againſt Count Phyſic ? 

Bunter. Why, an' pleaſe © your Honor's Worſhip, 
he agreed to take eight ounces of blood from me 
Jaſt Sunday morning, and he took only four, for a 
eller. 

Juſtice Blindnian. Damn'd ſcandalous, indeed ! 
No wonder black puddings are ſo dear. What 
other evidence is there againſt the priſoner ? _ 

black-eyed Beſs. Sir, I employed the raſcal to draw 
two of my teeth, and he pulled out five, which he 
ſold to Grimaldi, and refuſed to let me ſnack the 
cole with him. 

Fuſtice Blindman. Grimaldi! WhO is that Gri- 
maldi? Sure I ſhould have heard of him. | 

Black-eyed Beſs. The Common-Garden caper-mer- 
chant, your Honour; the rough thing that's all over. 
hair like a dog. 

Justice Blindman. And is this the ſtate of the evi. 
dence ? 

Clerk. Tes, bir. 


Juice 
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 Fuftice Blindman. What has the priſoner to ſay in 
his defence ? 

Count Phyſic. May it pleaſe your Honour, when 
firſt I came to live next door to Mrs. BulPs print- 
ſhop, I little thought of having the glory of ap- 
pearing before this magnanimous aſſembly ; but 
muſnkets and medicines have been my ruin. There 
vas a time, and pleaſe your Divinities, when Lord 

Blakeney viſited the Artillery-Ground Oh! it 
would have done your Honours good to have ſeen 
how I pranced and paraded, how I marched and 
counter-marched, with no ammunition but my 
ſmelling-bottle, and no armour but my pocket 
looking-glals. Indeed, Right Worſhipful, and 
you may take a puppy's word for once. 

Fuftice Blindman. Pſhaw !— What has this to do 
with a woman's teeth, = 

Count Phyſic. Nothing, my Lord Duke; but that 
the teeth were not her own, but manufactured by 
Mr. Patence, of Bolt-Court, Fleet- Street. 

Juſtice Blindman. And ſo, Sir, becauſe Mr. Pa- 
tence made the teeth, you think you have a right 
to ſteal them. | 
Count Phyjic. No, your Honour; I only ſubmit 
to your Gloryſhip's wiſdom, that, as Mr. Patence 
put in the teeth for a debt that was due from him 
to her, ſo I had a right to take them out for a debt 
which was owing from her to me. 

Fuſſtice Blindman. An admirable reaſon ! Let him 
be diſcharged, unleſs the Bench are of opinion that 
he ſhould give bail for his appearance. 
Fuſtices. By no means, Sir. The Count's vanity 
1s ſufficient bail for his appearance—whenever the 
Trained-Bands ſhall make theirs, 


AIR 
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AIR XVIII. Would you have a young Virgin, &c, 
by Count Phyfic. * 


If +he heart of a puppy's depreſs'd with cares, 
They all are diſpell'd when a Fuſtice appears; 
Like A notes of a fiddle be ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes my ſpirits, and charms my ears. 


| Roſes and lillies my cheeks Ai ſclgſe, 
But his kind words are more ſweet than thoſe. * 


Juctice Blindman. Where i is Mr. Security ? 

Security. Here, Sir. 

Jufice Blindman. Clear the gang-way between 
the Magiſtrates and the bar, and tell Harry Wrong 
to bring in Tom Regiment. 

Security. Yes, Sir. Go to the Brown Bear, 
and fetch Tom Regiment. [Exit Harry Wrong, 

FuFice Clumſey.. What is he charged with ? 

Justice Blindman. Only cutting off the lappet of 
a poor ſoldier's coat. 


Enter Harry Wrong with Tom Regiment. 


Juctice Wolf. A fine fellow, upon my word ! 
Fufice Clumſey. No wonder, Sir; he comes of a 


noble family. 
Justice Wolf. Then he and I ſhould be related— 


for my father was a fiſh-monger. 


Juſtice Blindman. Who has any * to ſay _— 
Tom Regiment ? 


Enter two ſerjeants, * our pw and ten privato 
ſoldiers. 


Omnes. We have, your Worſhip. 
Juſtice Blindman. What, all of ok Let Serjeant 
Upright there ſpeak for the whole. 


Uprigbt. 
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Upright. Why, your Honour, we have nothirg 
to ſay but that the priſoner at the bar is taylor to 
_ our company, that the ſleeves of all our coats are 
too ſhort, and the ſkirts are none of them long 
enough, 

Fufice Shadwell, I thought the priſoner was 
charged with a particular felony, in ſtealing the 
lappet of a ſoldier's coat; but this charge appears 
to be general, in not making any lappets at all; 
therefore I think the priſoner ought to go about his 
buſineſs, 

Fufice Carringdown. You miſtake the matter, 
brother; the not making a lappet which he has 
contracted to make, i is at leaſt equally criminal with 
the having ſtolen it after he has made it. 

Juſtice Blind an. Turn to the Penal Laws. 

_ Clerk. J have it, Sir. 

Fuftice Blindman. Well! | 

Clerk reads, If any man ſhall, after the twenty- 
fourth day of June, One thouſand ſeven hundred 
and forty-five, make,.or cauſe to be made, any 
coat, waiſtcoat, or other garment, for the uſe of 
the ſoldiery of theſe realms, of leſs dimenfions than 

are before ſpecified in this act, he ſhall be deemed 
guilty of felony, and ſhall ſuffer death as a felon, 
without benefit of clergy.” 

Fuftice Shallow. What the devil have the clergy 
to do in the matter! A man can neither be born, 
married, or hanged, without their interference. 


AIR XIX. When once I lay with another man's 
| wite, &c. © | 
_ The Are and lawyers are jugglers alike, = 
If they meddle, your all is in danger; 
Like us, 1 good friends, if they finger a ſouſe, 
Your fame they deſtroy, and they pilfer your houſe, 
an give our eftate to a ſtranger, 
Kc 


| Fai ce 
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Justice Blindman. What's the priſoner's defence? 

Seldier. Why, my Lord, and pleaſe your Majeſty, 
he ſays that as how he has nothing to ſay. 

Priſoner. You lie, you raſcal]! 

FuSice Shallow. Give the man leave to ſpeak, 
right or wrong——it makes no difference in this 
Court. 

Justice Clumſey. I beg your TE brather Shal. 
low; there is as much difference here as in Welt- 
minſter-Hall. 

Justice Blindman. That may be 1 dae all 
ideas of right and wrong are confounded. 

Justice Shallow. True, brother Blindman; but 
Juſtice Clumſey is a puppy, and thinks I don't 
know the Law. Sure I ſhould know the Law! 

Jactice Clumſey. You know the Law Why, ye 
blockhead, you never read the Statutes, but in an 
Abridgment which you bought for clghteen- pence 
upon a ſtall in Holborn. 

FJutctice Shallow. I ſcorn your words, you ſcoun- 
drel! I buy the book of Statues for eighteen pence! 
Fuftice Clumſey. I beg your Worſhip's pardon, 


for you was never worth eighteen-pence in your 


life; and I wonder where the Lord-Lieutenant 
could pick up ſuch rubbiſh to make a Juſtice of. 
Fuctice Shallow, Why, you infamous half-hanged 
raſcal! | 
Fuftice Blindman. Peace, gentlemen, peace : for 
the honour of the Magiſt, »cy leave off theſe bick- 
erings ; the eyes of all Weſtminfler are upon us. 
Brother Shallow, you are wrong; and, brother 
Clumſey, you are not in the right. Be ſeated, for 
Heaven's ſake.— Wnat has the priſoner to lay 
in his defence ? | 
Priſoner. Nothing, your Grace ; bur, if yau 
pleaſe, I'Il ſing you a ſong. 
Jie Blinaman. With all. By heart. ; 
AIR 
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AIR XX. Lillibulero. 
pril. The ſquabbles of juſtice ſo common are e grown, 


That friendſhip among them can ſcarcely 


be met; 
When Clum ſey once opens, you hear Shallow 
groan, 
And peſter, and rage, and fume, and fret: p 
"Tis true, we find, 
One Fuſtice,—blind, 
Who gives them good counſel, but all to no end, 
With horrid grimaces | 
They ſcrew up their faces, 
And ſhift the diſcourſe to friend—and friend, 


Juſtice Blindman. An excellent obſervation! Let 
that fellow be diſcharged. 

Juſtice Girdle. What, brother Blindman, before 
he has made any defence? 

Justice Blindman. Aye, by all means: tis no 
matter how abſurdly things are brought about here. 
Diſcharge him, I *. ang —_ in Shakeſpear's 
Ghoſt, 

Enter Conſtable with Shakeſpear's Ghoſt. 


| Julfice Blindman. What is the charge againſt this 


fellow? 

Conſiable. Nothing, your Honour, only that he 
makes ropes to hang other people, whereof he 
ought to make em for himſelf. | 


Juſtice Blindman. I believe this man is a Livery- 


man of London. 
Conſtable. Yes, your Worſhip, and he had once 
the ambition of being a Common Counſellor, truly; 
for he ſays as how that his uncle was an Alderman. 


* 0 


E 2 Bench. 
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Bench. This is ſacrilege on proof poſitive : what 


has the priſoner to ſay why he ſhould not be com- 


mitted ? 

Priſoner. Why, an' pleaſe your Worſhips, I am 
not ſo much a culprit as a criminal. This here fel- 
low there, the conſtable as he calls himſelf, ſays as 
how that I makes ropes for to hang other people, 
whereof I ought for to make them for myſelf: 
now, an' pleaſe your Majeſties, I humbly conceives 
that the man who makes the ropes for others has 
no right to wear them. 

Bench. We think ſo too; and nothing can juſ- 
tify the making of ropes, bur the neceſfiry there 1s 


that they ſhould be made. 


A IR XXI. Da Courtiers, think it no 
harm, &c. 


Shakeſpear s Ghoſt. 


Man _ eſcape from rope and gun, 
„ ſome have outliv'd the Hocke s pill, 


Who 2225 my med cine muſt be tindone, 
My hemp and flax are ſure to Rill. 


Thethief that ſteals tries is duch d in the ſtreets, 
He that deals largely, largely, largely, 
Be that deals largely, ruin meets. 


| "RY There is nothing againſt this fellow ; 
diſcharge him; for his defence is moſt admirable. 


"IND Old Woman. 


| 044 Weman. An' pleaſe you, my Lord, 1 wiſh 
5 would bring on my cauſe next, for ] want to 
one. 


"Bench. With all our hearts. What is it? 5 
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' Old Weman. W hy, your Honours, F appear 


againſt Bob Gin-Cag, alias Portly Robert. 
Bench. Let Bob Gin-Cag be brought in. 


Enter Harry Wrong, lugging in Bob Gin-Cag. 


Harry Wrong. Come on, you clumſy ſon of a b—; 
there's more trouble with you than with Hawke, 
the highwayman ; though you never was half fo 
clever a fellow in all your born days. 

Fuſtice Shadwell. Well, what is inſtigated againſt 
the priſoner at the bar? 

Witneſs. Why, an' pleaſe your Honours, he ſells 
his gin at the rate of ten-pence a pint, whereof tis 
not worth above a teſter. 

Bench. That's the fault of the buyers : but have 
you any particular charge to alledge againſt him ? 


AIR XXII. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c. 


Witn. When I go of a morning to taſte of his gin, 
J am ſure to be ſadly miſtaken ; 
Hie gives me the vileſt that. ever was ſeen, 
Till my bowels are cruſhed and ſhaken : 
*Tis ſtuff, and 1 know it, 
Not fit for a poet, 
Tho! poets are often miſtaken. 


Bench. This appears to be nothing at all to the 
purpoſe. Have you any thing to ſay ang his 
general character? 
 Wiineſs. Les, my Lord; that he has no charac- | 
ter at all. a 
Bench. Then be muſt be diſcharged for this time, 
and we ſhall ſee him again the ſooner. What other 
Priſoners have you? 

Harry Wrong. Only Bull-faced F rederic, and 
Cock-eyed Jack, your Honour, 
0 Bench. - 
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Bench, Then bring in Bull-face, that we may 
reſerve the greateſt rogue to finiſh the buſineſs of 


the day. 
Bull-faced Frederic brought in. 


Justice Blindman. Now, brothers, I conceive this 
to be a cauſe of great expectation, as I apprehend 
it will lead to the detection of the principal 
offender. 

1 80 mack the better; we're all of a mind, 
right or wrong. 

Juice Blindman. Who charges Bull-faced Fre- 
deric, and with what is he charged? 

Conſtable. Worſe than nothing, your Worſhip; 
for he ſteals all he can lay his hands on, and gives 
it to Cock- eyed Jack, who lets nobody lay hold on 
it but himſelf. | 

Juſtice Blindman. Call your witneſſes. * 

Conſtable. Here they are, your Honour. 

Citizen's Wife. J have bought tea of the priſoner 
for many years paſt, and he was always accounted 
an honeſt, ſtupid, good kind of a fair-dealing man, 
till within five or fix years paſt, that he has been 
acquainted with Cock-eyed Jack ; and now he does 
not give above thirteen ounces to the Js, an' 
pleaſe your Honour. 

Fuſtice Blindman, Well, woman, and what! is this 
to the purpoſe ? 

Citizen's Wife. Why, an' pleaſe your Worſhip, 
I think it very hard to be cheated out of three 
ounces in ſixteen, conſidering that I have a large 
family, and my huſband is nothing more than a 
ſimple Common-council-man. | 

Juſtices. Pray, madam, how long have you dealt 
with the priſoner ? 

Citizen's Wife. Ever ſince the year tony eight, 
when he uved't in F enchurch- ſtreet. 
Juſtices. 


OOO OD COR A ASE eee eee 
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| Fuſtices. And, pray, how long is it ſince he has 


adopted the cuſtom of making ſhort weight? 


Citizen's Wife. Never, gentlemen, to my know- 


ledge, till ſince he became acquainted with Cock- 
eyed Jack. 

Fuſtices, But, pray, madam, how ſhould that 
connection make him diſhoneſt ? 

Citizen's Wife. Really, gentlemen, I cannot ſay; 
1 always ſpeak to the fact; for, ſince he has been 
acquainted with that notorious thief, there has been 
no truſting him to weigh a ſingle pound of tea; 
and it is ſuſpected, in the neighbourhood, that what 
he ſaves by this kind of defraud he gives to his 
accomplice, who lavifhes it in the moſt wanton 
diſſipation. | 

Fuſtices. Well, Bull face what have you to "7 
for yourſelf? 


AIR XXIII. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, Kc. 
| Bull- faced Frederic. 


When young in the ſhop T firſt counted the ſtore, 
| They bad me be free of good words, and no more; 
Whoever came thither, or ſober or ſot, 

The tea was weighed out, and the buyer forget.: 
But the Patriot ſo urg'd me, ſo warm was his zeal, 


That I languifh'd for his, and the general weal, 


Juſtice Blindman. This might be ſome kind of TRE 
in the Houſe of Commons, if it could be credited; 
but it will not do here, where we believe nothing; ; 


not even what we ſay ourſelves. Let this fellow 


be committed, unleſs he can give ſufficient bail. 
Reynard. ( an Artorney With your Worſhip's per- 
miſſion, we have unexceptionable bail ready. 


Jaſtics x Blindman. Who are they ? 


R eynard. 
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Reynard. Sir Watkin Leak and Croſsby Square, 


Je Blindman. What is the opinion of the 
Bench? | 


Fuſtices. Oh, take their ſecurity, by all means; 
they are not beggars, though they are Patriots. 

Juſtice Blindman. Well, that matter is done 
with. Clear the room, and bring in Cock. eyed 
Jack. 5 [Exit Harry Wrong. 
Juſtice Clumſey. There is ſomething very extra- 
ordinary in the caſe of this Cock-eyed Jack ; for, 
though a thief in grain, and unprincipled beyond 
any man living, his vices have ſerved to relieve 
many a man's diſtreſs; ſo that his own fortune, if 
he had had any, would not have contributed a 
ſingle farthing to his ſupport, © © 
* Fuſtice Wolf. True, brother Clumſey; and we 


5 * 


know that his caſe is not very particular. 


5 1 Harry Wrong with Cock-eyed Jack. ; 


AIR XXIV. What ſhall I do to ſhew how 


much I love her, &c. 
Cock-eyed Jack. 


Patriots are like the fair flw'r in its luſtre, 


Which in the garden enamels the ground, 


Near them the Citizens buſtle and cluſter, 


While Common-Council-Men gather around: 


But, when once known, they're no longer alluring, 


Tho ample the promiſe, and ſumptuous the treat, 
They ſoon fade and ſhrink, and grow paſt all 
enduring, VVV 3 
By the rabble themſelves they are trod under 

Jeet. — 97 
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'O, what a damn'd unfortunate fellow am I! That 
a firſt-rate Patriot, the delight of the mob, the idol 
of his own imagination, and the terror of the Court, 
ſhould be brought to this difgrace ! Hell and furies! 
Shall the dictator who gives law to empires be 
. diftated to by a Middleſex Juſtice ? Forbid it every 
idea of Patriotiſm ;' forbid it all the glorious laws 
of confuſion ! 

Fuſtice Blindman. Stop that fellow's noiſe there, 
and let us proceed to his examination, Are the 
vitneſſes ready ? 

Security. Yes, Sir. 

Fuſtice Blindman. Then ſwear the Jew firſt, and 
mind that you open the book at Leviticus, 

Security. He is ſworn, Sir. 

Fuſtice Blindman. Well, Sir, what have you ta 
fay againſt the priſoner at the bar? 
| Few. That he has feloniouſly deſtroyed his own 
bond for a large ſum of money, which he himſelf 
had made in my favour. 

Juſtice Clumſey. Why, this ſtory has been ſo 
amply related in the public papers, that no gen- 
tleman preſent can be at a loſs to know the par- 
ticulars. 

Fuſtice Blindman, Would the priſoner ſay any 
thing reſpecting this matter? 

Cock-ezed Jack. I deny it abſolutely, and in every 
part. I never knew the praſecutor, nor ever av a 
ſingle Jew in my life. 


f 


[4 general langb. ] 


Fuſtice Blindmen. Is this all your defence, Sir? 
Cock-eyed Fack. Yes, and be d — d to you; and 
ſuch a defence as would at any time ſatisfy two 
thirds of the Livery of London; and therefore its 
admiſſion ought not to be ſcrupled by: a Bench of 
ſcoundrel Middletex Juſtices, 
* 


Juſti ice | 


Character, he may freely do it. 


man to proſecute at the. Cld-Balley. 
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Juſtice Blindman. An inſolent raſcal! Bind the Jew. 
to proſccute for this offence, and tell him that he 


72 find his bill tomorrow morning at Hicks'-Hall. 
Clerk. The Jew has his proper inſtructions, Sir. 


Juſtice Blindman. What is the next charge againſt 
the priſoner ? 


Clerk. There is a Captain, Sit, who appears againſt 
him; but I do not preciſely know the nature of the 
charge. 

Juſtice Shadwell. Swear the Captain. 

Clerk. He is already ſworn, Sir. 


Juſtice Blindman. Well, Sir, what have you to 


ſay againſt Cock- eyed Jack! 2 

Captain. Why, an' pleaſe your Worſhip, he diſ- 
avowed his own ſignature to a bond which he had 
given to me. 


uſtice Blindman. This was undoubtedly a moſt 


infamous circumſtance; but it is no felony, and 


therefore not cognizable by this Bench : bur, if the 


priſoner would lay any thing in juſtice to his own 


Cock-eyed Fack. The whole ſtory, Sir, is a d 


I ſay another man lies. 

Fuſtice Clumjer. Who has any thing farther to 
alledge againſt the priſoner ? 

French Jeweller. | ave, Monſieur : he ave robe 
me of jouaillerie to vone grande amonte. 


Juſtice Blindman. Have you any witneſſes, Sir? 


French Jeueller. Oui, Monſieur—me ave vone 
grande nombre. 


Coc t-exed Fack. It is unneceſſary to prod uce them— 


for I confeſs the fact; and boaſt, zs a true Engliſn - 
man, and a Patriot, of the merit of robbing . a 


French ſlave. 


Juſtice Blindman. Then bind over the F REST Ie 


 . 
lie; and every one knows that I ſpeak truth, when 


Clerk. 


5 » 
= 
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Clerk. I have taken his recognizance, Sir. 

© Cock-eyed Fack. I beg that your Worſhips would 
ſend me back to Tothill-Fields Bridewell, becauſe 
Mr. Smith is the moſt humane Keeper in the world, 
and we have prayers regularly, and a ſermon twice 
a week. 

All the Fuſtices. Ha! ha! ha! 

Fuſtice Blindman. You, Sir, of all perſons in the 
world, to talk of humanity and devotion !—No 
more of that farce, I beſeech you. Make out his 
mittimus for Newgate immediately. 

Cock-eyed Fack. Then the devil d—n you all; 
and I ſhall be hanged for the folly of having con- 

feſſed a fact, which I had been prudent enough to 
deny for years paſt; and have had art enough ta 

get the falſehood believed. 
Exeunt Priſoner and Attendants. 

Juſtice Shallow. Well, gentlemen, I think we 
have diſpatched a deal of bulineſs 1 to-day. Where 
ſhall we dine ? 

Juſtice Clumſey. At Lovejoy's. 

Juſtice Wolf. Won't thas look a little Wipe 
having lately granted him a licence, after cenſuring 
him for ſome tranſactions that did not look quite 
ſo creditable as might have been wiſhed under the 
Immediate eye of juſtice ? | 

Fuſtice Blindman. D—n all cenſure and ſpl" 
cion Innocence and integrity are at once their 
own ſecurity and reward. 
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" [ACT m. - SCENE I. 


SCENE, NEWGATE. 


Enter Cock-EVED JAck in chains. Jo him 
PoLLyY and Lucy. 


AIR XXV. O Beſſy Bell, &, ; 


Polly. A Curſe attends that woman's luſt 
That always would be pleaſing 5 
Lucy. No birds as dives are half ſo cursd, 
For all their love's but teazing, 
Polly. What then ſhall any woman do? 
Lucy. J we grow fond, men fhun us; | 
Polly. And when we fly em, they purſue x | 
Lucy. Nor leave till they've undone us, 


Coct-eyed Jack. How happens it that I am ho- 
noured with your company in a place ſo diſmal as 
this? You have heard that I have been fooliſh 
enough to confeſs the robbery of the French Jewel- 
ler, and am now committed on that confeſſion ; 
and, becauſe my character is thought notorious, I 1 
am ordered down for immediate trial; fo that the 
odds are againſt me that I have not more than two 
days to live; for they conſider. me. in the light of a 
murderer, becauſe I have ſtabbed a thouſand repu- 
-tations; but that ought not to be alledged againſt 
me, for not one of thaſe reputations died of 
the wound, except that of Jack Athanaſius; _ 
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his was ſo rotten, that it would have given up the 
ghoſſ in a fortnight, without my aſſiſtance.— Well, 
but Polly, my dear, why ſo melancholy? Are you 
ruminating on the circumſtances conſequent on our 
firſt meeting at the public-houſe in Clerkenwell- 
Cloſe ? 
Polly. Yes, Jack, I remember the whole matter 
but too well; for to that W meeting I owe 
my ruin. 


AIR XXVI. pretty parrot ſay, &c. 


| Cock-oped J. Pretty Poll, advance; — 
When I went to France, 7 
Did your fancy never glance 
. At ſome newer lover? 
Polly, Vid of di guiſe, 

| onging eyes, © 

| Conſtant figs, 2 

My doating heart diſcover. © 
 Fondly let me Ill, = © 
Cock. eyed J. I love thee, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as you was, my dear, 
before you belonged to the Bill of Rights? 

Cock-eyed Fack. Fonder by a thouſand times, my 
love! for my whole ſcheme was only to get money 
of thoſe credulous puppies, to ſpend it on ſuch deli- 
cious bunters as thou art. | 

Polly. Nay, my dear Patriot, I have no reaſon to 
doubt the truth of what you ſay; for I have heard, 
from good authority, that all you friends of liberty 
are true to the cauſe, and ſtand ſtiff to the argus 
ment. 0 
Cock-eyed Jack, Yes, my faie one; if ever I for- 
ſake the ſex, may I look right forward like a com- 

mon man! | 
A I R 
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AIR XXVII Pray fair one be kind, de. 


Cock-eyed J. My heart was at reſt, 
| 21 leaut on thy breaſt, | 
| Till Polly my paſſion repaid, 
Lucy. You he, you damn'd rogue! 
"1 Fr I was in vogue, 
Till I was no longer a maid. 


Remember the King's-Bench, you blink-eyed ſon 
of a b—, Can't you recolle& when honeſt Humphry 
and yourſelf both had me on the ſtair-caſe, the night 
that Bingley was committed on account of the 
North-Briton? bn 

Cock-eyed Fack, Why, that may be, Lucy; and 
ſtranger things than that happened while I lodged 
in Surry : even Counteſſes did not diſdain to viſit 
Lord Mansfield's ſhop for human pawns; and a 
Viſcounteſs was once there, who had. /zen a perſon. 
that was related to the Elector of Hanover. 

Lay. But what is all this to the preſent purpoſe ? 
We come as friends to you, to give our advice and 
aſſiſtance in the preſent exigency of your affairs. 
Coct-eyed Fack. D—n you both, except I could 
{ce you ſeparately, . | | 


AIR XXVIII. You have heard of a frolicſomg 
. dirty, ce. 7 
How Pappy could I be with either, 
Mould tother dear bunter begone ; 
But, while ye both plague me together, | 
Nu fha'n't get a word from your John. 


So depart, and tell the Gaoler I ſhould be glad of } 
his company. | e ; 
| Polly. 
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AIR XXIX. Bi thou wert mine awn thing, &c, 


Polly. What dreadful pain it is to part! 
[ll not leave thee, Til not leave thee. 


Lucy. Soon I'll ſee him in the cart, 


Tf of love he thus bereave me: 
But when death ſhall cut the ſtring 
thy life, at Tyburn tree, 
Thus to the monſter will J ſing, 
Fly hence, thou wretch, and leave me. 


Cock-eyed Fack. Begone, you bs, and ſend 


the Turnkey, if the Keeper is not at home; for I 


am fond of keeping reſpectable company. I was 
always very particular in the choice of my aſſociates, 


when I frequented the London Tavern, 
| | { Exeunt Polly and Lucy. 


? 


Scene changes to the Taf-Room in Newgate. 


Enter Turnkey and Attendants. 


Turnkey. Why, really, this Cock-eyed Jack is a 
very extraordinary fellow. He agreed to pay ten 
guineas for the lighteſt pair of irons ; but, not hav- 
ing the cole about him, I was fooliſh enough to 
take a taylor's ſecurity for the forth-coming of the 
ſtuff, and this raſcal of a taylor figured away as a 


Whereas in laſt night's Gazette, And now, what 


am I to do? If I go to take off his irons, the raſcal 
will plead that he has given ſecurity for the payment 
for their uſe; and if I ſhould get the better of him, 


and put on a heavier pair, it is a hundred to one 
but he finds a method of breaking priſon, to bilk 


my maſter of ten or a dozen pounds weight of iron 
more than his cue. 


Enter 


; = 
* 

1 

( 

a 


— ot — 


* * 
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Enter a returned Tranſport. 3 


Tranſport. I beg your pardon, Sir, for liſtenin 
to what you was ſaying ; but, when I was ſent 
abroad for horſe. ſtealing, I bribed the Captain with +- 
a ten-pound Bank bill to put me into the Calais 
packet. From Calais I travelled to Paris, where I 
met Cock-eyed Fack, at the coffee-houſe frequented 
by Engliſh gentlemen ; and the ſimilarity of our 
diſpoſitions ſoon bringing us to be well acquainted, 
he confeſſed: to me, in many different converſations, 
the robbery of the Jew, the defrauding the Hoſpt- 
tal, and all the other crimes, the exiſtence of which 
he has ſo repeatedly denied in England, with a hun- 
dred other villanies which have been ſcarcely ever' 
heard of in this kingdom. „ 

Turnkey. You have not offended me. But is this 
true that you tell me about Cock-eyed Jack ? 

"> Tranſpor J. It is, Sir » Upon the honour of a thief z— 
ſo help me Newgate. 7» 
Turnkey, Then I ſincerely hope the raſcal will be 
ſcragged. | I | 
Tranſport. Moſt certainly he ought to be ſo, for 
the credit of the profeſſion. —Pray, Sir, when does 
his trial come on? 2 | | 
| Turnkey. Directly, I believe; we expect him to 
be called down every minute. Te nn 
| Enter Meſſenger. | L 

Meſſenger. Sir, you muſt bring Cock-eyed Jack 
down to the Bail-Dock immediately, for his trial 
comes on next. | | ED» 

Turnkey. How is it with young Cox ? | 

Meſſenger. It goes d—d hard with him, Sir. 

Turnkey. So much the worſe. —He uſed to com 
down handſomely on former occaſions, and I ſhoul 
be ſorry to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer, —But he'll cer- 
tainly be hanged this bout. VVT 
co ” Meſſenger. * 


[ 


BE. 


heard of ſuch a d—d fool in my life. 


Call him back—Let me die i in his arms. 
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Wie enger. No matter, Sir; ; *ris what we muſt all 
come to :—ſo never deſpair. 


 Turnkey.. Come along :—for, in all probability, 
By LLY's done over by this time. 


SCENE, The Pref Yard. 


7 W Where's Cock-eyed Jack:! ? 
Priſon r. He's at prayers, Sir. | | 
Turnkey. What, before conviction |! [ never 
What buſi- 
neſs has he to pray, till he knows whether he ſhall 
be hanged or not? The Ordinary and Parſon Toll 
wil tell him when he ought to begin ſulvelling.— 
But call him down. 
Priſoner. Here he comes, Sir. 


Turnkey, Hallo! you Cock. He, follow me to the 


Seſſions-Houſe. 


AIR XXX. | Bonny Dal 
Cock- eyed Jack. 
The charge is prepar*d—the Judges are ne. 
The Aldermen rang d. — 4 terrible ſhow ! 


T go full of fear—for death is a debt, 
And I 1 ſpall grudge—to pay what Toe: 


But farewell my Prieſt, dear Jeramy adieu ! 
The grudging t die, tis the bettir for you > 


Here ends all diſputes of the Patriot gang; 


Bui thePri nters willgrieve ontheda y that] hang. 


Enter Polly, —bhaſtih. 


Polly. Where is he? Where is my life, my love ? 
— Tis a 
d—d thing tho”, that the precious caſt of his eyes 


ſhould enable him to ſquint at me and Lucy at the 


ame WN 1 ſee it is too late; — he is gone 
8 and 
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and I ſhall never b*hold him again, till I ſee him 
in the cart, when all the butchers. on the Livery, 
will weep. » Oe ne tots | 
AIR XXXI. Ianthe the lovely, &c. © | © 
P . 
pen he holds up his hand, arraign'd for his life, 
Between Bellas and Reynolds, oh think of the ſtrife! 


| What are duels or p:ſtols, or petthnives, to thee, 1 » 
- i. my Jack muſt be hang d at the fatal tree? 
| One blaſt from old Bellas, one letter from Horne, 3 
ö The ſting might extract, or might take out the thorn. 0 
|  _ SCENE, The Seſſions- Houſe. 
| Fudge.” Swear the Jury. 3 
1 Crier. * You ſhall well and truly try the iſſue 
joined, between our Sovereign Lord the King, and 
| | AI the priſoner at the bar, and a true verdict give, 
| Fe according to the evidenee, &c. | 
| _* Priſoner, hold up your hand. _ 
} Clerk of the Arraigns. You are indicted for that 
| you, not having the laws of honour before your 
[ | eyes, but being moved by the inſtigation of your 
| | old accomplice, the Devil, have feloniouſly burnt 
| | a bond by you given to Mr. Mood, the Jew, with 
1 intent to defraud the ſaid Jew, &c. againſt the 
| | | ſtatute. What ſay you? Guilty, or not guilty? 
| | ' Priſoner. 1 will fave the Court all farther trouble. 
F Jam guilty, not of this offence only, but of a thou- 
bs | ſand others, which never entered into the heart of 


1 


any man but myſelf to conceiv ee. 
; Recorder. Take him away. == 1 am ſorry O. ee 
an old client in ſueh deplorable circumſtances. 


1 * L r i 
ES SI. TTC NE | 
8 * „ i 2 „ . N J 
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SCENE, Holborn, 


uf. Mob. Which is he? which'i is he? 
24. Mob. The paſte-headed fellow in the ſecond 
Cart, with the ſword by his ſide, and dreſſed in blue 
and gald. 
| 4. Mob. What! do they let men 1 go to the gal- 
» ah with ſwords on? 
Ola Woman. Yes, to be ſure, you fool! Tour 
3 Patriots neither live nor die like other peple. 
3 Barrow-Woman, Lord I— he's a fine eres ws 
low Only he has got.a d—d ſet of teeth. | 
Bunter. No matter for that; his breath is very 
8 ſweet, — to my certain knowledge. 
Fruit- MWoman. Who is that fine gentleman i in the 
| cone? 
E Jyourneyman Printer. Why, the glorious Patriot 
that ſaved all our houſes from being robbed. 
Fruit-Woman, You lie, you raſcal ! for my houſe 
has been robbed twice within a fortnight; though 
there was little more to ſteal than a bunch of rurnips 
: and a baſket of apples. 


"yo 


SCENE, N 


act. He ack. 1 beg you all to ks! warning by 
my fate, ſo r as to follow my Practices. —1 will be 
- conſiſtent in inconſiſtency to the laſt. ' When I was, 


aarraigned, I pleaded that I was guilty; but I now 
EE 55 A ... retract that fooliſh ex 22 and declare that I am 
1 5 org inndcent; an to each of my acculers, ' 
13 25 1 have heretofore fr eee : 
. a 5 e 
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